The Quatrain

Fallin
by Kristyn Hardy

“See, Fallin. Can you find them?”
Her mother’s whispered words flitted through her head. Her
mother held her hand, guided her eyes with the other. In the
shade of the tall trees, with sunlight dappling through the highest
branches, she searched. Her mother caressed the braid that fell
down Fallin’s back. A breeze fluttered the leaves at her feet and the
wisps of hair that had fallen from her braid.
“You’re focused on too much, child. Take a breath, and look again.”
She closed her eyes. She inhaled the salt from the river, the sap
from the trees. Her mother stroked her head. Fallin took another
breath. She opened her eyes.
Their wings glimmered in the morning’s light; every shade of
winter reflected throughout the forest. Some looked like fresh
snow while others glittered the blues of an icy sea. Some were
darker than night, some the hues of a pale sunrise at winter’s first
awakening. One had wings of polished silver and held the hand of
a child with wings of solid granite, like the mountain at their back.
Little ones chased each other through low branches, creating the
breeze that rustled through the small clearing. Above her, in the
higher branches sat others, creating the shade she had formerly
assumed the trees themselves were responsible for. An older one,
with wings of burnished brass, stood leaning against a tree,
smiling faintly at her. Her shining hair, the color of polished silver,
hung to her waist and her tan face was creased with laughter.
She held her hand out, then turned away. Fallin, almost in a daze,
followed. The others smiled as she passed. Warm smiles, as though
they were welcoming her home. Fallin followed the older one to a
small clearing. She sat on the ground beside her in the midst of tall
grasses that swayed with their hair. Her mother lingered a small
stretch away, her hand brushing the swollen bump of her belly.
“You are Fallin,” the older one said.
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She blinked. “I am.”
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